


V be jeconci fart of 


cate it* 

Trince Thats to make him cate twenty of his words, but do 
youvfc me, thus Ned? mull: I marrie yourfifler? 

Toynes God fend the wench no worfe fortune, but I neuer 
faidfo* 

‘ Prince Wei, thus we play the fooles with the time, and the 
fpirits of the wifefitintheclowdes andmockevs, is your ma- 
tter here in London? 

Bard. Yea my Lord* 

Prince Where fups he? doth the old boarefeede in the old 
Frankc? 

'Bard. At the old place, my lord, in Eaflcheape* 

Prince VVhatcompanie? 

Boy Ephefians, my lord, of the old church* 

Prince Sup any women with him? 

Boy None iny lord,but old miftris Quickly,and miftris Dol 
Tere-lheet* 

Prince What Pagan may that be? 

Boy A proper gentlewoman fir , and a kinfwomanofmy 
mailers. 

Prince Eucn fa ch kinne as theparilh Heicfors are to the 
townc bull, fhali we fteale vpon them Ned at fupper? 

Poynes I am your fhadowmy Lord,ile follow you. 

Prince Sirra,you boy and Bardolfe, no worde to your ma- 
iler that I am yet come to townejthercs for your filence* 

Bar . I haue no tongue fir* 

Boy And for mine fir, l will gouerneit* 

Prince Fare you well : go, this Doll T ere-fiheete fhould be 
fom erode* 

Toyns 1 warrant you, as common as the way between S*A1- 
bons and London* 

Brince How might we fee Fal (laffe bellow himfelf to night 
in his true colours , and not our fclues b£ feene? 

Poynes Put on two letherne ierkins and aprons , and wake 
vpon him at his table as drawers* 

Trine e From a god to a bul,aheauy defcenfion,it was Ioties 
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cafe, from a pince to a prentife , a low transformatiomthat fhal 
be mine, for in enery thing the purpofe mull weigh with the 
folly, follow me Ned* exeunt . 

Snter Northumberland his wfe y and the wife to Harry Verde. 

North * I pray thee louing wife and gentle daughter, 

Giuc eucn way vnto my rough affaires, 

Put not you on the vifage of the times, 

And be like them to Percy troublcfo me* 

Wife ‘I hauc giuen ouer, I will fpeake no marc. 

Do what you wil, your wifedome be your guide* 

North * Alas fweetewife, my honor is at pawne. 

And but my going, nothing can redeeme it* 

Kate O yet for Gods fake go not to thefe wars. 

The time was father, that you broke your word. 

When youweremorecndecretoit then now. 

When your own e Percie,when my hearts dccre Harry, 
Threw many a Northward looke,to fee his father 
Bring vp his powers, but he did long in vaine. 

Who then perfwaded you to flay at home? 

There were two honors loft,yours,and your (bnnes, 
Foryours,the God of hcauen brighten it, 

For his, it (lucke vpon him as the fiinne 
In the grey vault of heauen,and by his light 
Did all the Cheualry of England moue 
To do braue a£ts,he was indeede the glalTc 
Wherein the noble youth did drelle themfelues. 

North. Befhrew your heart, 

Faire daughter, you do draw my fpirites from me. 

With new lamenting ancient ouerfights, 

But I mull go and meete with danger there. 

Or it will feeke me in an other place, 

And find me worfe prouided. 

Wife O flie to Scotland, 

Till that the nobles and the armed commons, 

Haue of their puiflance made a little taflc. 

Kate If they get ground and vantage of the King, 
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